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ing such a road as ours, one was lucky if he did not fall sprawling oftener than once in ten minutes.
Still, we made progress. And though we had set out in the midst of the Arctic winter, fully a month earlier than the earliest sledtfiiu>- start hitherto made in high latitudes (that of I )r. Nan-sen from the Fram), and though we had all sorts of weather from blinding snow slorms to drifting blizzards, the sun finally showed his smiling face above the horizon, the hours of li^ht lengthened, and we struggled patiently on.
Fort McKinley was our goal. There we were to take on more sledges and dogs and increase our load of provisions. How had our men I here passed the winter of their exile? Was all well with them? These were important questions, for upon the stores and dogs at the outpost, we depended for an increase for our sledging strength in the race against time and distance to the north. The plan was to send Kjoervig and Bentzen back to headquarters, arid in the early days of March to set out with four teams and sledges and my present party, toward the Pole.
Bjoervig and Bentzen had been promised we would raise their siege in February, and eager were we all to keep our word. The storms delayed us, and at one or two camps (lie wind blew so hard that pitching our tent was out of (lie